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One sultry afternoon, while I lay in my darkened
room listening to the blaring of motor-horns in the
crowded streets, there was a gentle tap at the door, and
Glubb appeared. He had flown down to Cairo for a
day's conference, but he stayed talking with me for two
tiours. After he left I realized that even if I suffered a
ittle defeat in my plan, I was only one of hundreds
Df workers in this tawny field who toiled to lessen
:he barrier between peoples, if only by an inch, though
:hey knew that the winds of indifference would
silt up the sand against the barrier, and all trace
)f their labours would be removed. Each of. us felt
le was all alone. "But one day," Altounyan
;aid, "the lone voices crying in the wilderness
vill awake to find themselves shouting in a
:rowd."
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can almost grin now when I think how inevitable it
vas that the question of my flying back to England
hould have been referred to the Civil Servant. All day

waited in suspense. That evening I was told what he
>ad said.

" I do not want Maugham to fly back to England.
)n no account is this to occur. The three months'
oyage round the Cape will do him good. It will cool
im down a bit."

Thus in the summer of 1943 I was put on a slow ship
twice crossed the Equator on the long voyage
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